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"I am Ukrainian, and I will not shake hands
with an armed Russian!" - this is how |
answered the Russcist occupier, who
offered to "high five" and talk to an
"adequate person".

But first happened the morning of
February 24. As usual in the morning |
went about the household, turned on my
TV in the kitchen. And then | heard
terrible news: "War! Russia has attacked
Ukraine." It seemed to be a mistake. |
thought the whole world would rise
against it and everything would be solved.
My daughter did not go to school because
she received an order to switch into
remote work, and | went to our local store
to buy yeast. And there | saw the sellers
re-labelling the goods as prices have
jumped two or three times in the
morning, and people were rummaging
the shelves, literally taking everything. And
two guys from the neighboring Kherson
region came bringing bread that was left
at the bombed shop and said they saw
columns of tanks on the Simferopol
highway leading from Chongar to
Melitopol.

It was running through my head that we
also live 60 meters from the highway
Melitopol - Odesa, on the border of
Zaporizhia and Kherson regions. There
was an eerie silence all around. No traffic
on the road, deafening sounds of
cannonade from Melitopol and Kherson
region, two days without electricity,
mobile service and internet. And most
importantly, without any true news. We
talked to each other, some people were
fantasizing, some were repeating what we
already knew. But the main thing is that
the first days of the war showed the true
colors: real character of people, attitude

to their native land. When a neighbor told
me that the Russians were nice, they
asked her friend in Yakymivka for water
and even paid her for it, my indignation
knew no bounds. But how can enemies
be "nice", man, come to your senses,
think! And no, | could not convince him!

On the third day, the light got turned on
and everyone, of course, rushed to the
TV. But there was only Russian television
and terrible lies. We have a satellite TV at
home, and only there we could follow the
broadcast of the national TV marathon
with true news.

NEIGHBORS WERE COMING
TO OUR HOUSE, THEY
WERE SEARCHING FOR
THE TINIEST PLACES ON
THE MAP, WHICH OUR
ARMED FORCES MANAGED
TO LIBERATE AND WERE
CRYING.

There still was hope that the common
sense would prevail and this would all
stop, but it never happened.

And then it started.

Terrible, endless columns of military
vehicles with the letter "Z" traveling in the
direction of Melitopol, and same from
Kherson. Up to fifty, eighty, one hundred
and forty-one vehicles... It was devastating
that there was nothing we could do.
There were thoughts about installing a
mine or throwing a bottle of gasoline, but
| had nothing. And they crawled,
destroying the newly repaired highways
with  their caterpillars. The windows
trembled, our souls trembled.



“Where are you going, you bastards, who
invited you here? Why are you bringing
death to our people?” | said aloud to
them. "Where are your mothers who sent
you to bring misery to people and to seek
death yourself?" These words were in my
heart. And it hurt there was nothing |
could do.

And here we were under occupation.

On the first days the shops were empty,
no bread was brought, no yeast to bake.
We shared with each other with what we
had. There were no vital medicines.

SOON EVERYTHING
APPEARED. BUT ALL
PRODUCTS HAD RUSSIAN
LABELS.

Because goods were delivered  from
Crimea. The products were of poor
quality. | couldn't believe they really ate
this food. On the other hand, it was not
surprising anymore why they were such
"underdeveloped soldiers". Some humor,
because we are Ukrainians, we can't do
without it.

And they walked on our land as if they
were masters. They settled in a
neighboring school in the Kherson region.
On the other side of the village they made
a checkpoint and settled in a roadside
cafe. They stole cars from locals, painted
their swastika and drove around the
village, "keeping order." They went to the
store, stand in line, people were letting
them go to the head of the queues,
because they had automatic weapon. And
| really wanted to ask: "Aren't you
ashamed guys?". But obviously no one
was.

They were dirty, unshaven, dressed as
refugees, some clothes were short, some
were long. But everyone had an
advantage - a machine gun and a pack of
grenades, dinging like a Christmas trees.
They drank, roamed, had fun. The two
shot at each other, apparently not sharing
a piece of the stolen boar. And they were
putting pressure on us, forcing us to
cooperate, motivating by the fact that we
would not be liberated.

But that will not happen! Some may
believe them, but most hope for our
victory.

And it will definitely come!

| have no doubt about it!

We will overcome, our spirit is strong!

May our faith help our glorious warriors
to liberate our homeland from this Evil!

EVERYTHING WILL BE UKRAINE! GLORY
TO UKRAINE! GLORY TO HEROES!
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